CHAPTER XXXVI
HOW ALFTRUDA WROTE TO  HEREWARD.
THE weary months ran on, from summer into winter, and winter into summer again, for two years and more, and neither Torfrida nor Hereward was the better for them. Hope deferred maketh the heart sick j and a sick heart is but too apt to be a peevish one. So there were fits of despondency, jars, mutual recriminations. " If I had not taken your advice, I should not have been here." "If I had not loved you so well, I might have been very differently off." And so forth. The words were wiped away the next hour, perhaps the next minute, by sacred kisses: but they had been said, and would be recollected and perhaps said again.
Then,   again, the "merry greenwood" was merry enough in the summer tide, when shaughs were green,
and
" The woodwele sang, and would not cease,
Sitting upon the spray, So loud, it wakened Robin Hood In the greenwood where he lay."
But it was a sad place enough, when the autumn